THE    SON    FROM    LONDON
his father saw him from the window*   Instead
of crying out in amazement or hacking his face,
for he was shaving at the time, Hendry calmly
wiped his razor on the window-sill, and said :

" Ay, there's Jamie/'

Jamie was a little disappointed at being
seen in this way, for he had been looking
forward for four and forty hours to repeating
the sensation of the year before. On that
occasion he had got to the door unnoticed,
where he stopped to listen, I dare say he
checked his breath, the better to catch his
mother's voice, for Jess being an invalid,
Jamie thought of her first. He had Leeby
sworn to write the truth about her, but many
an anxious hour he had on hearing that she
was " complaining fell (considerably) about her
back the day/' Leeby, as he knew, being
frightened to alarm him. Jamie, too, had
given his promise to tell exactly how he was
keeping, but often he wrote that he was
"fine" when Jess had her doubts. When
Hendry wrote he spread himself over the